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	1. Chapter 1

Chapter 1: Enter the Screw Up

_Intro Flashback_

_No POV._

A young 8-year-old boy with auburn hair was jumping around his room while a blonde 9-year-old girl was watching him in amusement.

"Astrid, when will the commercials end?" the boy groaned looking at the TV showing a commercial on toothpaste.

"Calm down Hiccup, it should end soon. Hey, see, it just ended." Said the girl as the commercial ended and the TV showed a large crowd surrounding a boxing ring and cheering and whistling.

"_WELCOME TO THE SEMI-FINALS OF THE WORLD HIGH SCHOOL BOXING CHAMPIONSHIP!" _said the announcer and the crowd just cheered more.

"Yay, yay!" said the boy and girl as the camera went to a close up of the announcer.

"_AAND NOW, IN THE BLUE CORNER, WEIGHING IN AT 138 POUNDS AND AN ASTOUNDING HEIGHT OF SIX FEET AND AN INCH, HAILING FROM DRAGON ISLAND ACADEMY, THE MONSTROUS NIGHTMAAARE!" _A large guy walked to the side of the ring wearing red boxing gloves with fire drawings on them **(I'll leave imagining the looks to the viewers, go crazy!) **

"_AAND IN THE RED CORNER, WEIGHING IN AT 110 POUNDS AND FIVE FEET, FIVE AND A HALF INCHES, HAILING FROM OUR VERY OWN, BERK ACADEMY, IT'S THE SULTAN OF PAIN, THE KING OF THE RING, AND THE TWO-TIME UNDEFEATED CHAMPIOOOOON, THE NIGHT FURYYY!" _A lean looking guy stepped into the ring, the two kids and the crowd emerged with cries at the guy. He had short spiky black hair, slightly tanned skin, green eyes and a bandage covering his nose and mouth and green eyes that were locked onto his opponent. His boxing gloves were black with blue fire designs on the front. The Night Fury raised his arms and again the entire crowd went into an uproar, especially the girls and the young boy and girl were both watching the man, also cheering.

"_Alright, I want a nice clean fight, nothing below the belt and no cheap shots!" _said the referee and both boxers nodded and went to their respective corners.

"Ooo, I hope the Night Fury win's this one!" said the boy

"Of course he'll win, he never loses!" replied the girl, turning both their attentions to the TV as the starting bell rang and the match began. The Night Fury taunted the Nightmare by punching his fists together and making a "come at me" sight, this made the Nightmare hit first with a quick rally of right jabs and uppercuts that seemed to push the Night Fury back. The crowd started shouting to fight back, but the Night Fury still went on full defense.

"What is he doing? Don't just stand there, FIGHT!" shouted the girl as the Night Fury was backed into a corner. The Nightmare started the quicken his punches as the Night Fury was stuck in the corner, but some tiredness set in and the punches slowed and the Night Fury took that chance. He ducked underneath the next punch and uppercutted the Nightmare. Now the order was reversed, the Night Fury was now giving the punches and the Nightmare was taking them.

"YEAH, GO NIGHT FURY!" shouted the boy along with the crowd as the Night Fury trapped the Nightmare in the corner. The Nightmare eventually got out, but he still succumbed to the onslaught of punches from the Night Fury. The Nightmare did get a few good punches, but it was all in vain as a large left hook knocked the Nightmare out cold.

"_One…two…three…winner!" _shouted the ref., and he raised the Night Fury's arm and the crowd started cheering and the boy and girl were jumping up and down in excitement.

"_There you have it folks, the Night Fury strikes again with his famous, one-round-bout! We'll see you all in the finals!" _said the commentator as the match ended with the Night Fury victorious once again.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Time Skip, Berk_

_Hiccup POV._

"Hiccup wake up or you'll be late for school!" shouted my dad. I fell off my comfortable bed and onto the cold floor, looking around the room sleepily before checking the time. _7:00 A.M_

"Oh great, I'm gonna be late!" I said as I rushed to the bathroom and tried to fix myself as much as possible…by that I mean washing my face and making sure me or my breath doesn't smell like something died.

Oh darn, I forgot the intro…let's see, my name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the III, nice name right, I didn't choose it, anyways, my name is Hiccup and I'm the screw up. I have auburn colored hair that never stays neat so I just leave it, freckles nearly everywhere on my face, unlike most people who are normal sized, I'm considered a midget amongst giants and my green eyes are the only eye-catcher on me, no pun intended. Anyways, I quickly put on some decent clothes and rushed downstairs, grabbing a piece of buttered toast from the toaster and rushed out the door.

"See ya later Hiccup." Said my dad, flipping a page from his morning newspaper as I rushed out the door, scarfing down the toast, and ran out to the town of Berk. I saw the school bus just as it was leaving and I made it just in time to catch the door before it closed completely.

"Just in the nick of time lad, ya nearly missed the bus." Said the bus driver grinning and I just rubbed the back of my head and made my way to the back seat where my friend Frank Ingerman sat down.

"Hi Hiccup, close call there wasn't it?" said Frank. Most people would call Frank Fishleggs cause when he was young someone played a prank on him, dumping a bucket load of raw fish on his head which made him smell like the sea and old socks for a week. No one has forgotten that and some people started calling him Fishleggs, but I still prefer the name Frank. Frank was abnormally huge for his age like I was abnormally small, so it was natural for us to be friends. He had really beefy arms and a fat face, but despite his size he is a gentle giant…actually, more like a nerdy giant. Aside from me, he's the smartest person in school and is often called a nerd because of that.

"I know right, hopefully that's gonna be the last close call for a day." Shouldn't have jinxed it cause as soon as I said that, Snotlout, my obnoxious bully of a cousin came and started harassing me again.

"Hey Useless, what are you and chunky over there talking about?" asked Snotlout mockingly. Snotlout Jorgenson is my obnoxious cousin who also acts as my top tormentor, his actual name isn't Snotlout but no one remembers it, even the teachers call him Snotlout. He is practically everything I'm not, except smart; he's got a lower IQ than a box of rocks. Reason for his name is his nose, it's so huge the boogers would probably be the size of my nose and one time Snotlout claimed to have been able to touch his brain by sticking his finger in his nose.

"Nothing Snotlout, just go away." I said trying not to let Snotlout completely irk me.

"Oh, so is Useless fighting back now, HA, I'd like to see you try." Snotlout then grabbed me by the scruff of my clothes and tried to pull me up, but the bus hit a small pothole and I was dropped back onto my seat.

"Hey, no standin' in the bus!" said the bus driver and Snotlout sat down grumbling something about hanging me on the flagpole.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Berk High_

_Hiccup POV._

After a few minutes of picking other students up and some paper airplanes to the head, the bus finally arrived in my school, Berk Academy. I know what you're thinking: "Berk Academy! Isn't that the Night Fury's school?" Well let me clarify things up, yes it was the Night Fury's school, but he's long gone, no one knows where he is now, but he suddenly dropped out of school and never came back. Since then, Berk Academy has been on a six-year losing streak in the World High School Boxing Championship, the biggest event of the entire year where schools from around the world come to Berk to pit representative boxers for the title "World High School Champion". Some people say that boxing isn't good for high schoolers, but they compete anyways, and the championship allows girls and boys to box, so it's the perfect contest for everyone. Right now the champion school is Outcast High, and despite the name it's a very prestigious school, but everyone there is tough as nails. Outcast's champ is Alvin "The Red Death", he is about the largest high schooler I've ever seen **(in this story I've made most of the characters and dragons high schoolers, like Alvin and the Night Fury)**. So, back to me, as the bus screeched to a halt, everyone filled out into our school. I quickly avoided all human contact, except Frank and some teachers and jogged to my locker. I threw my bag on the floor and put in the essentials.

_Book…homework…pencil case…backup pencil case if Snotlout or twins steal my first one… _and the list went on something like that, but just as I was about to go to class, by locker door slammed shut and in front of me stood Snotlout and the twins Ruffnut and Tuffnut. Ruffnut and Tuffnut were similar to Snotlout in most ways, except they were slightly scrawnier and a lower IQ, probably because they keep hitting things with their heads.

"Hey Useless, your well deserved beating up has come." Said Snotlout, and the twins both snickered.

"Not now Snotlout, I'm gonna be late." I said, trying to get away, but he stopped me by grabbing my shirt and pinning me against a locker.

"Oh no, not this time." Said Snotlout, raising his fist.

"I wonder how many black eyes he's gonna get from this." laughed Tuffnut

"I say six!" replied Ruffnut

"He only has two eyes dimwit." Said Tuffnut

"Shut up you two, I wanna enjoy this." said Snotlout, bringing his fist down to punch me, but something stopped him and when I looks, my heart stopped.

"Enough, you want another detention Snotlout, let's get to class." Said Astrid, my old childhood friend, classmates in two classes, and my big crush since I was eight. Her blonde hair, and stern appearance were all that needed to make me turn red.

"Grr, lucky little shrimp, just wait…" Snotlout then grumbled away with the twins following close behind.

I tried to thank Astrid for saving me, but she just held up her hand and just spoke, "I don't need your thanks Hiccup, just learn how to defend yourself someday ok?" she said and walked away. Yes, we were once childhood friends, but ever since my mom died in a car accident, we've been distant and the next time I saw her, it was as if we never met.

_Someday I will be strong. Strong enough to defend myself, strong enough to fight back. _I thought as I walked down the hall and the bell started ringing, but something along the way caught my eye.

"_WHSBC (World High School Boxing Championship) in a week, contestants may sign up here!" _then it showed a list containing several names of my classmates for the championship, then I saw Astrid, Snotlout, Fishleggs, and the twins names on the board.

_Probably want to bring fame and glory to themselves. _I thought, but then I got an idea, a stupid one. I quickly scribbled some random name on the board so no one will know it's me, or bug me about it later and ran away before somebody saw what I wrote down:

_The Night Fury._

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_After School_

_Hiccup POV._

After some boring classes, more A-grade tests and several insults from Snotlout and/or the twins, I again tried to walk home without any mishaps. To explain the walking, the school had some budget cuts so they couldn't let the buses drive students home so we had to walk. Anyways, I was walking home, but I didn't notice Snotlout, Ruffnut and Tuffnut come up from behind until a dog from a passing woman started barking. I turned around to face them, but regretted it when I saw the look in their eyes.

"Now we're all alone, Fishbone **(Ha, it rhymed)**." Said Snotlout, punching his fists together.

"Haha, now Snotlout, think about what you're doing. If you think at all." I retorted, but that just made him angrier and he charged. I bolted away down the sidewalk and my three pursuers were hot on my tail. Luckily I knew Berk like the back of my hand, but not all of it. Soon I ran out of familiar places so I was just rounding corners randomly until I hit a dead end.

"Ha, we got ya now!" said Tuffnut, as they were about to run around the corner. I looked around and saw a door on the side of the wall next to me, so to avoid getting beaten to a bloody pulp I ducked into the door before they rounded the corner.

"Where did the midget go?" asked Ruffnut, looking around

"He must've gone the other direction!" said Tuffnut, turning around, followed by his twin and Snotlout

"Wherever you are, we'll get you!" shouted Snotlout. I didn't notice I was holding my breath the entire time until I relaxed and tried to get out, but the door wouldn't budge.

"No, no, no!" I shouted, frantically trying to push the door open, but it wouldn't move. Eventually I gave up and decided to find another way out, but as I was walking I tripped over something that made me widen my eyes. I tripped over an old punching bag, some sand still in it. I looked around and noticed some other things as well, boxing gloves hung on the wall, quotes from famous boxers hung beside each glove, and a old boxing ring stood in the middle.

"A gym?" I said looking around for some sign that this was still in use, but the dust on the ground and cobwebs on the ring told me this was a very old gym.

"Is someone there?" said a voice and I froze, someone was here, someone other than me.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXXX**

**To be continued after "The Outcast Returns"…dun dun duuun!**


	2. Chapter 2

**Another teaser for those liking this story ;)**

Chapter 2: Discovery

_Old Gym_

_Hiccup POV._

My heart suddenly stopped when a voice broke through the dusty darkness of the place I was in.

"Is someone there?" asked the voice as a man stepped out of the darkness. He was looked about 20 years old, long spiky black hair, semi-tanned skin and a prosthetic leg so he had to lean on a crutch. I quickly hid under the boxing ring before the man came over, aside from it being dusty and me about to sneeze, the man didn't notice me. He stood directly in front of where I was hiding. I watched as he turned and looked around.

"Grr, probably the rats, I swear they get bigger every year." The man said, hobbling away until I couldn't hear his footsteps anymore. I sighed in relief until I heard a rustling behind me and something grabbed my leg, dragging me out of my hiding spot and hanging me upside down so I was eye to eye with the one legged man.

"Well, the rats _have_ gotten bigger this year, although, not by much, they're already the size of small tricycles." Said the man, looking me in the eye.

"P-Please make it quick." I said, flinching and expecting to get hit, but instead I felt myself being dropped to the floor.

"Ow!" I said, rubbing my head.

"You said make it quick, now tell me kid, who are you and how did you get here?" asked the man, pulling closer to my face, intimidating me. I was soundly scared, but now that I look, the man had green eyes.

"M-My name is Hiccup, and I was running from bullies, I took a left on fifth, a right on twelfth, after that I just took some random turns until I got trapped in an alley and jumped in here before the bullies could catch me, sopleasesirdon'tkillmeoranythingjustletmego (so please sir don't kill me or anything just let me go)." I pleaded and the man looked at me like he was examining me, then turned around.

"The exit's over there, now leave." Said the man, pointing to a door covered by dust.

"Wait, I didn't get your name." I asked and the man turned around again and looked at me with frustration.

"Look kid, you found the exit, now go!" said the man, pointing again to the door.

"Hey, I told you my name, at least have the courtesy to tell me yours." I retorted, slightly annoying the man.

"My name is Ren, now leave me alone." Said Ren, turning and walking away, and I decided to follow and try to test something.

"So, is this your gym?" I asked, and Ren just kept walking, "Who fought here, who was the coach, was it you?"

Finally after a few questions, Ren finally snapped and stopped ignoring me, "Look Hiccup, I know what you're doing, trying to get my attention, well it ain't working so KNOCK…IT…OFF!" shouted Ren, storming away, leaving me to examine the gym. I looked around, tripped over a few pieces of exercising equipment before stopping in front of a dusty curtain.

_What's this? _I thought as I approached the curtain, but tripped over a loose floorboard and tried to grab the curtain and slow my fall, but I only pulled the curtain down with me. When I got back on my feet, my eyes nearly popped out of their sockets, I was staring at a wall of pictures and a trophy case. Now, normally if it was about any random boxer I would have ignored it, but when I took a closer look, it wasn't just some boxer, it was the Night Fury.

"What's going on, what did you do…" shouted Ren, but stopped cold when he saw me staring at all the pictures.

"Th-the Night Fury! These are the Night Fury's fights, the Smothering Smokesbreath, the Venomous Vorpent, even the Skrill! And the Night Fury's gloves are here too!" I said, reaching out and touching the gloves.

"What are you doing!" shouted Ren

"This is the Night Fury's stuff, so I'm guessing he trained here, and you must've met him, hell, you might have trained him! Please, you gotta teach me how to box!" I said out of the blue and Ren was momentarily shocked, but hid it when he looked at me in anger.

"Are you serious, even if I was a trainer, which I'm not, I can't train you, and give me a reason why I should! Besides, you shouldn't revel in that old wash-up, he's nothing now." Said Ren turning away from me.

"How can you say that, the Night Fury was the greatest boxer ever, he-he…" I stopped before I started ranting and my brain made the connection. Black hair, tan skin, green eyes, I was talking to the Night Fury, Ren was the Night Fury.

"Y-You're the Night Fury aren't you?" I asked and Ren turned around, facing me grimily.

"That was a long time ago kid, I'm not him anymore, the Night Fury's retired." Said Ren, shocked me.

"NO, don't tell me you retired, you were in the top of your game, how could you cower out like that!" I shouted and Ren looked at me and snapped when he came closer.

"Don't act like you know anything kid, you don't understand what I went through for fighting, what I felt, what I lost!" he shouted, but turned away immediately "*Sigh, I don't expect you to understand, so if you have any respect for who I once was, leave now."

I was about to leave, but not until I gave some last words, "Just for the record, I was only your fan because you were everything I wasn't, strong, confident, and able to withstand anything. When I was still coping with my mom's car accident, I thought, 'what would the Night Fury do'. I only want to prove that I'm not a wimpy twig of a boy, and at the back of my mind I hoped you'd help me, I guess not, sorry for bothering you. **(Suckiest speech ever)**" I put my hand on the doorknob, but Ren stopped me.

"Wait." He said and I turned back, taking my hand off the doorknob, "*Sigh, it's not that I want to train you, I know that little speech was to guilt trip me, well whoop-de-f*king-doo, it worked, I'll train you, but only because you might affect whatever street cred I have left." I did a couple of mental backflips in my head.

"WOHOO, so when do we start?" I asked

"*Sigh, tomorrow after school, don't be late. If you wanna find this place just go outside, then you'll know exactly where to go." I nodded and quickly walked to the exit and opened the door, but not before saying one last thing to tick off Ren.

"Oh, I hope you don't mind that I used your name to enter the WHSBC, so either way you'd have to train me."

"WHAT, WHY YOU LITTLE…!" Ren started calling me names that would make my mom come back from her grave and cover my ears. When I got out of the gym, I understood completely what Ren said about knowing exactly where to go. The old gym's exit was the "employee's only" door of "Tom's Sports Cove", an old sports shop that, in its heyday, sold more sports items to nearly the entire city than any other shop in the world until it was shut down when its only sponsor, the Night Fury, disappeared. The reason why the place hasn't been condemned is because someone still is still keeping the land by paying the bank and no one knows whom, but I guess right now it's pretty obvious. I recognized the village where my house was and walked over, overjoyed; I got the Night Fury as my boxing coach!

**XXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Next Day, Berk High_

_Hiccup POV._

The next day immediately my little idea was the main topic throughout the whole school.

"Did you hear, the Night Fury is back! Yeah, I can't believe it, finally we can get out of this losing streak! Is it the same Night Fury or some loser who stole his name? Who knows, but at least there's some hope for this school." and the comments and rumors spread around the school like wildfire.

_Whoops, I guess I made more of an impact than I hoped. _I thought before Astrid confronted me.

"Hey Hiccup, have you heard about the Night Fury?" she asked and I struggled to find some words, considering this is the first time to strike a proper conversation with her without any incident or insult.

"Uh…er, y-yeah, I can't believe it right!" I stuttered

_If only she knew. _I thought as Snotlout, Ruffnut and Tuffnut overheard.

"Ha, the Night Fury, I bet I could beat him with one hand tied behind my back!" boasted Snotlout, flexing his muscles as proof, but everyone just rolled their eyes and walked away.

"So Hiccup, are you excited!" asked Astrid

"E-Excited about what?" I replied

"Me, I joined the WHSBC, so I'm gonna meet the Night Fury!"

"T-That's great, good for you!"

"Hiccup, are you alright?" she asked, coming closer, "You're a little bit red, are you ok?" she put her hand on my forehead and my face turned redder.

"Umm…OH I just realized, class is starting, talk to you later, bye!" I ran off to class, leaving Astrid awkwardly standing alone in the hallway.

"Don't worry Astrid, I won't leave you like that." Said Snotlout, trying to put his arm around Astrid, but she just walked away and he fell on the floor.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Hiccup's House_

_Hiccup POV._

I walked home to prepare my stuff for later and as I came through the door the sight of my dad sitting at the dinner table greeted me.

"D-Dad! I thought you would be out." I exclaimed

"What? Yer not happy to see your old man?" he asked, getting up and embracing me in a bear hug, crushing my spine for a few seconds till he let me go.

"*Gasp, no dad, it's not that, it's just I expected you to be out the whole day." Normally he would be, but this time seemed different.

"Well, it's because I have a surprised for ya! Remember yer uncle Gobber?" he asked

"Uncle Gobber? He's back in Berk?" I asked. You see, Gobber was like my babysitter when I was young and taught me a lot of nifty tricks I've used in school but he left to see his family back in Scotland and I haven't seen him since.

"Yes, an' he's the referee in the WHSBC, so I cashed in some favors, an' I got you into the WHSBC!" he exclaimed and my jaw hit the ground.

"W-What?" I said, pulling my jaw back up.

"You don't have to thank me, jus' doin' my job as a father." He said a grin on his face as he left me in the dinning room.

_Well, this sucks. _I thought before trudging to my room and flopping on my bed. _Now the real problem is how I'm gonna tell Ren._

**XXXXXXXXXXXXX**


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3: Training, Day 1

_Old Gym_

_Ren POV._

What in god's ever-loving heaven was I doing? I was taking a student for god's sake; I swore to myself that I would never box again, after what happened to G. But there is something about this kid, something familiar, something that reminded me of myself, and I was determined to prevent him from doing what I did. Wow that was a pretty generic reason.

The kid, what's his name again? Hiccup right? Hiccup came back exactly the after school and was shocked to see how much I was able to fix. The lights were almost working again, the punching bags were filled up with sand and hanged, albeit with a few holes and tears, and those little ball things you punch were hung around the gym.

_G never told me the name for those ball thingies; I'm guessing he didn't know either. _I thought as I greeted Hiccup.

"Well you came back, shocking." I said emotionlessly

"Uhh, yeah, h-hi!" he stuttered, dropping his backpack on the floor and I immediately suspected something was wrong.

"Alright, what is it?" I asked and Hiccup looked down.

"Well you see…umm, it's kinda hard to explain…"

"JUST SPIT IT OUT KID!"

"Alright, my dad signed me up using my real name, you happy now!" I face palmed.

"*Sigh, and when I thought this couldn't get any worse. Alright we'll tackle that problem later, right now we have a different set of problems that need tackling." I went over and dragged him by his t-shirt and brought him over to the center of the gym. "Before we start I'd like to lay down some house rules: Numero Uno, whatever you learn here is your eyes only, I don't want any friends, family or even pets to come anywhere near here, next, you will not mention who trained you, so if anyone asks, just say you taught yourself or your dad hired some private tutor, and finally, if any of the two rules before are broken, I will forcibly tear out your liver and feed it to my dog. Are we clear?" I said and Hiccup nodded furiously. With that, I took out a silver I-Pod from my pocket and plugged it into some speakers. **(Play any song that you like, but recommended songs are hip hop/pop)**.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Old Gym_

_Hiccup POV._

We started with about fifteen minutes of stretching that nearly tore me apart and made me stretch myself to places I had no idea I could reach. Next he gave me a short lecture.

"Ok, I won't sugar coat it, your weak, thin, and it's like you're made of twigs."

"Thanks for the vote of confidence." I said, slumping down, but Ren slapped the back of my head, "OW!"

"Idiot, I didn't finish! You're small, but that's a good thing. See, most of those peanut-brained whales out there get the idea that you have to be big and bulky to win. Well, they got it wrong, mass is speed, the less you have, the faster you go. 'Float like a butterfly, sting like a bee'-Muhammad Ali and 'Sticks and stones may break my bones, but punches always hurt'-me. To be good, you need to be able to do three things:" He said, climbing on the boxing ring and taking a fighting stance.

"Be quick, agile and make sure to keep moving." He started hopping around the ring like someone was chasing him, but always kept facing forward.

"Punch hard, take a punch and punch back." He gave a fast flurry of punches; it was like he had more than one arm.

"And finally you have to be able to analyze your opponent. You're gonna be fighting guys a lot larger than you and they're gonna have a _ton _of defense holes, but don't just stand an ogle at your opponent or you're gonna get served a knuckle sandwich. So if you can time your attacks right, you can end the fight quickly." He stepped off the ring, but the moment his prosthetic touched the ground, his eyes widened in pain, making him lose his balance and fall to the floor, holding his prosthetic. "Ow, ow, ow, ow!"

"Hey are you alright?!" I asked, reaching down to help but he immediately swatted my hand away.

"I don't need your help. Just get those hand wraps." He said, waving over to a nearby shelf. I walked over and grabbed four bundles of the hand wraps and brought it over to Ren, who helped himself up.

"Good, now I'm gonna teach you how to fix your gloves." He said, rubbing his leg. He then taught me how to wrap the hand wraps around my hands. Sooner or later I had on some black boxing gloves and in a very baggy pair of gym shorts.

"I really shouldn't have brought my PE shorts, these things are too big." I said, pulling up my pants so they don't fall off.

"Ignore it, now drop and give me 60!" shouted Ren as he pulled out a whistle and blew on it. I panicked a bit before dropping to the ground and doing pushups, but I barely reached four before dropping to the ground in exhaustion.

"*Huff, *huff, I can't do it." I said weakly, lying flat on the ground. However, Ren didn't even give me a second to rest as he grabbed me by my shirt and held me up.

"Is that all you got? Weak, five laps around the gym, double time!" said Ren, blowing the whistle. I immediately got to my feet and started jogging around the gym, five times till my lungs hurt and had a side stich that wouldn't go away.

"I *huff, thought we passed the warm-ups!" I shouted.

"We are, I just wanted to punish you for USING MY NAME! Now get over here kid, I wanna gauge you so I'll know where to start training." Replied Ren, dragging me over to a bunch of weights and exercise equipment. First Ren weighed me and decided what I should do first.

"Ok, when I said small is good, I didn't mean this small. You weigh about twenty pounds too small to even compete in the WHSBC. If I were you, bulk up! Eat more and sleep more. And don't give me none of that health freak bull crap, those things do shite for your weight." He said and I nodded. I was getting McDonalds after this anyways. Guess I can finally try a big mac. Next Ren brought me over to one of those things where you pull a weight with just your legs. I wish I knew what they were called, but I know nothing about exercise equipment. I barely got past two weights before I gave up.

"That's heavy." I panted as Ren shook his head.

"God we're gonna have a long day ahead of us." Ren groaned. For the next two hours it was all drills and exercises. I felt my bones grind to dust; my arms and legs turn into mashed potatoes and my entire body get shattered and put back together. However, I wasn't the only one having a hard time because for Ren, trying to train me how to box was like teaching a lion to become vegetarian. I can count all the times I dropped something on Ren's good foot, the number of times something I touched immediately disintegrated and fell on Ren's good foot and the number of times I tampered with his Night Fury stuff, which also fell on Ren's good foot.

"Ok, we're done for today. Same time tomorrow?" he asked, looking at me as I lied on the floor sweating buckets and about to faint.

"Is *huff boxing *huff, this hard?" I huffed, struggling to spit out even a few words.

"Nope, I just don't like you very much. Now get out of here." He said, walking back to wherever he goes everyday. As I watched him go away, I noticed that his prosthetic leg looked like a bunch of scrap plastic held together with duct tape and mighty bond. Then an idea popped into my head, one that would either make Ren kill me or love me, hopefully the latter.

**XXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Berk High_

_Hiccup POV._

The next day at Berk High, the principal Gothi allowed the school gym to be used after school every week for the participants of the WHSBC and luckily for me, it wasn't mandatory so the "Night Fury" wouldn't have to make an appearance, but Hiccup Haddock did. So today was the first day of the "Boxing Club" and the only people who apparently showed up were Fishleggs, the Twins, Snotlout and Astrid… lucky me (note my sarcasm). Oh, I forgot to mention that my uncle Gobber, the one who got me-me into the WHSBC in the first place is the one running the club… joy. The club was to be held at the school gym, so that's where I was heading now. Classes were over and the school halls were a traffic jam of students who just wanted to go home, so it was kind of a hassle and a pain to get to the gym and when I finally did, the first thing that hit me was the boxing ring in the middle of the gym… and Astrid's fist.

**XXXXXXXXXXXX**

_Berk High Gym_

_Astrid POV._

_Two Minutes ago._

Finally, school was over. I was so excited for Boxing Club that I barely paid any attention in class, so everything went on like a blur for me. Soon enough though the time finally came when I busted through the doors of the gym to find our club supervisor/referee of the WHSBC, Gobber, standing beside a boxing ring setting up some punching bags and boxing gloves.

"Ah, you must be Astrid. Nice to meet ya' lassie. Glad you're ere' early, do ya' helpin' me out a bit?" Said Gobber, his Scottish accent much thicker than I had anticipated.

"Not at all." I said, about to go over to him when suddenly I felt someone pinch my butt. I flipped around and saw Snotlout smiling smugly.

"Hey babe, how are ya?" he asked and I turned red with anger.

"Snotlout Jorgenson, if you do that again I swear I will castrate you!" I threatened, balling my fist in front of his face and he backed off a bit. I smiled and turned around, but once again, Snotlout stubbornly pinched my buttocks once again and that's when I lost it. I turned around and was about to connect my fist to his face when he ducked below me and I found myself punching the face of Hiccup Haddock.

"Gah!" he screamed, clutching his nose as he fell backwards. My eyes widened in shock as he fell and I looked to Snotlout who was laughing at Hiccup's predicament.

"Hahaha, look who got socked!" he laughed, but I just went over and punched him in the face, making him grunt in pain.

"Hiccup! Are you ok?" I said, rushing over to him.

"Ow, you have got quite a punch." Hiccup stood up and felt around his nose, just to make sure it was still attached to his face. I sighed in relief that he was still fine and all my worries just melted away, until my rage turned to Snotlout, who got a nice little present in the form of another fist, this time to his stomach.

"Alright, settle down now. If you all want to punch each other then do it in th' ring. But first get all your butts over ere'!" Gobber said, stopping me from putting Snotlout in the hospital and everyone came to the side of the boxing ring, but there was still one problem.

"Umm, Gobber, we're missing four people." I said. Suddenly, the doors busted open for the third time today and in came Ruffnut and Tuffnut looking very pleased, and then came in Fishleggs with his face entirely green. I held myself back so that I wouldn't laugh, but Snotlout didn't seem to have the same restraint and started laughing despite the two punches I gave him before.

"I'm guessing everyone's here? Ok, hello, my name is Gobber, but I'm sure you've already guessed who I am. Welcome to Boxing Club!" Gobber said, clapping his hands happily.

"No turning back." I said and everyone followed with his or her own comments.

"I hope I get some serious bruising." Said Tuffnut wickedly, grinning.

"Nah, I'm hoping to dish out a few broken bones, on other people." Ruffnut made an even creepier grin than Tuffnut, which gave me a little bit of goose bumps. Don't get me wrong, Ruffnut is my friend, but even I get scared of her sometimes.

"Yay, pain, love it." Hiccup unenthusiastically shrugged but he looked like he was about to pee his pants.

_Figures, Hiccup probably wouldn't survive being beaten on by a bunch of people. _I thought, but my mind shifted to other thoughts as I pondered on the one missing person, where was the "Night Fury", I was sure he'd come, mostly because I wanted to expose him as a fake. Don't get me wrong, I love the Night Fury, he's the entire reason I'm in this competition in the first place, to give the Red Death a good punch in the niblets, so I'm not gonna let this _poser _tarnish his name.

"Oh great, who let him in?" whined Tuffnut

"Great everyone's here, let's get started!" Gobber intervened before anyone could say anything more and he started putting us through a bunch of drills, running, pushups, sit ups and stretches until we all (mostly me) felt limber and ready to fight.

"Alright everyone, let's start sparring." Gobber tossed everyone a pair of gloves, handwraps and a helmet each, lucky for me mine was sky-blue, my lucky color.

"Wait, aren't you gonna, y'know, teach us how to box?" panicked Snotlout.

"I believe in learning on the job. Now it's time to spar." Gobber said. The first pair he called on was Snotlout and Fishleggs, and the sparring match ended with Fishleggs getting punched in the face and fainting, landing on Snotlout and nearly crushing him with his large frame. The next pair was Tuffnut and Ruffnut, who both ditched the helmets and started head butting each other, which made Gobber rub his forehead in disappointment and frustration. Finally it was my turn and I was against Hiccup. He looked like he was about to pass out as we both climbed the ring and put on our gear.

"Guess it's just you and me huh?" he asked, raising his fists half-heartedly.

"Nope, just you." I charged forward and swung at him with a straight punch, but my fists hit empty air as Hiccup started running frantically around the ring as I chased him.

"Ahhh!" he screamed

"Come back here coward!" I caught up to him and tackled him to the ground.

"Hiccup, out!" shouted Gobber and I got off him, but not before saying:

"Get your head in the game Hiccup. Don't disgrace yourself bur screaming and crying like a little baby. Get up, stay up and fight." I threw off my helmet and walked out of the ring, leaving Hiccup dumbstruck as I sat down on one of the bleachers with everyone else, and Gobber continued with Boxing Club.

**XXXXXXXXXXXXX**


End file.
